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The embarkation was at this moment proceeding, and Cato repeatedly
inquired who had already put out to sea, and what were the prospects of tlie
voyage. Retiring to his chamber he took up the Dialogue on the Soul in
which Plato recorded his dying master's last aspirations after immortality,
yter reading for some time he looked up and observed that his sword had
been removecL In the irritation of the moment he gave way to a burst of
violence, such as often marked the behaviour of the Roman master to Ms
slave; calling his attendant to his presence he struck him on the mouth,
bruising his own hand with the blow. He then sent for his son and friends,
and rebuked them sharply for their unworthy precaution; "as if," "he said,
" I needed a sword to kill myself, and might not, if I chose, put an end to
my existence by dashing my head against the wall, or merely by holding my
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breath." Reassured perhaps for the moment by the calmness of his demean-
our, they restored him his weapon, and at his earnest desire once more left
him alone. At midnight, still anxious about those who were departing, he
sent once again to inquire if the embarkation were completed. The messen-
ger returned with the assurance that the last vessel was now on the point of
leaving the quay. Thereupon Cato threw himself on his bed, as if ahout to
take his rest for the night; but when all was quiet he seized his sword and
thrust it into his stomach. The wound was not immediately mortal, and^the
victim rolled groaning on the floor. The noise at once summoned his anxious
attendants, A surgeon was at hand, and the sufferer was unconscious while
the protruding intestines were replaced, and the gash sewn up. But on
coming to himself he repulsed his disconsolate friends, and tearing open the
fatal wound, expired with the same dogged resolution winch had distin-
guished every action of his life.